R. ROBINSON

THE USES  OF POETRY

WH E N I was quite a little boy,
I wrote my poems out of joy;
And now I'll not be young again,
I write them chiefly out of pain.
My boyish rimes were very sad;
They were like lead, to hold to earth,
The joys that nearly burst their girth,
And keep a boy from going mad.
But now that I am getting old,
I poetize to turn to gold.
That superfluity of lead
Which presses on my weary head.
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